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counter, in an attitude which suggested that she felt cold, with a black knitted scarf over her shoulders.
Quinette lost any sense of fear. He bowed in his most courtly manner.
" I have the honour of addressing Madame Sophie Parent ? "
** Yes, monsieur."
He stroked his business-man's beard sedately and glanced around at the four corners of the shop. Then he spoke in the confidential voice of a lawyer.
" I should like to have a talk with you, madame — on a matter of some importance. Can we talk here without being overheard ? "
** Oh, yes, monsieur, I'm sure we can."
Sophie Parent's face was suddenly convulsed with anxiety. She went on :
** Is it anything serious ? "
** It's serious enough, anyway ; and it's nothing to do with anybody else/'
<c There's my back shop	"
He glanced at the cluttered-up cubby-hole to which she gave this name.
" I think, madame, that we may very well talk right here in your shop. You are not expecting anybody in particular ? Your husband is not likely to come home unexpectedly ? "
" Oh, no ! And at this time of day scarcely any customers come in. I do very little business rmHI about four o'clock, when mothers are fetching their children home from school."
<e Good. Anyway, if some nuisance of a customer turns up, bear in mind that I am the representative of & big Belgian paper-factory who has come to talk business with you."
He pulled a cane-seated chair forward, removed a little cardboard horse which was standing on it, and sat down, with his elbow on the counter,
** Well, what I'm interested in is Augustin Leheudry."
" Oh, my goodness I ... Yes ... I knew that was what you had come about. . . , Oh dear, oh dear I ..."

